The Safety Catch
"You have been unlucky. But what about the Prep. School at
Hove? I should have thought you could have stopped there for life.
They never get rid of anybody from a school, do they?"
"Well, you see/* said Miss Pickshore, "that was most unfortunate.
My youngest brother came to spend the day with me at the school.
He wasn't feeling quite up to the mark, but I didn't think it was
any more than a heat rash."
"And what was it?" asked John, with close interest.
"Measles," replied Miss Pickshore modestly.
"And it spread?"
"Like wildfire."      c
John sat back. "I see. I see. Well, it's very good of you to come,
Miss Pickshore."
"Have I got the post?" she asked eagerly.
"I'll write. I have others I must interview. It's only fair."
"Oh, of course," said Miss Pickshore, but one could tell that she
thought it was about time Someone or Something started being
fair to Miss Pickshore. John rose. Miss Pickshore took up her
gloves.
"If you decide to appoint me, when should I have to start
work?" she asked.
"Immediately," replied John, gently hurrying her to the door.
Miss Pickshore smiled. "Oh," she said, "I could do that." It was
her one qualification. She could start anywhere immediately. Her
only disqualification was her inability to stay. John shook her hand
with a heartiness that spoke of eternal farewell.
"Good-bye," he said, and added, "Good luck."
Miss Pickshore looked quite coyly at him. "Well, that's up to
you," she said. "You're the Good Fairy in this case."'
Even as that dart-like bird the crow flies it is a long way from
the centre of Kingston-on-Thames to Stinton Street off Bond
Street, but the entry to John's office of Miss Nesta Byre suggested
that all life was a three-act play, and that she had stepped from the
wings straight through John's door. She came in with a strong
jaunty freshness, a swirl of Surrey air, a large breezy self-confidence
that you would not have supposed could have survived even the
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